A brother to the winds. (November 2011) 


“Frère du vent” 
Original poem by André Leclerc, dedicated to Michel Boursier 
Translation by Etienne Boursier 


carried in by fair wind 

carried off by another 

forget the doors 

he prefers them wide open to the four wind 
his house is an extension of the fields 

a shelter for lost cats a hospital to broken toys 
invaded each day by children 

who enter crying and exit laughing 


carried in by fair wind 

carried off by another 

dull, daily life is sculpted by his mystical hands 
appears a dove a rabbit 

enchanted, the terrible winds of boredom turn 


carried in by fair wind 

carried off by another 

the offshore wind fills his sails lights a firework upon his head 
unleashes a nebulous cataclysm of Alps and Appalachians 
upon which navigates, joyously oblivious, his dinghy 


carried in by fair wind 

carried off by another 

the blue wind of the peaks from which he throws himself 

an improbable bird  whirling through the air 
Michel-Icarus-Quixote free and insane 
like the superb kite he believes to be 


carried in by fair wind 

carried off by another 

his feet his legs grasped by an insufferable impatience 
when held prisoner to the ground 

his body is free only in the air 

facing wind and tide stern-winded 

free as the air 


